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tones Labours lofl. 

Thine in the dear eft deftgne of induftrie. 

Don Adriano dc Armasho. 

Thus doft thou he arc the Nemean Lion roare, 

Gainft thee thou Lambe that flandeft as his pray : ; 

Submifliue fall bis princely fe ct before, 

And he from forrage will incline to play. 

But if thou fame )poor e foulc) what art thou then ? 
Foodefor his rage,repafturc for his den. 
flu. What plume of feathers is he that indited this Letter ? 
What veine ? What Wcthcrcocke .? Did you euer heare better? 
Boy 1 ammuchdecciued, but 1 remember thefale. 

Qty. Fife your memory is bad, going ore it ere while. 

B oy. This zsfrmado is a Spaniard that keepcs here in court. 
A Phantafime a Monorcho,ar.d one that makes fport 
To the Prince and his Booke-matcs. 

Qu. Thou fellow, a word. 

Who gaue thee this Letter? 

Clove. I told you my Lord. 

Qu. To whomihould’ft thou giue it; 

(flovf. From ray Lord to my Lady. 

Qu. From which Lord, to whichLady. 

Clo. From my Lord B erowne a good malier of minCg 
To a Lady of France, that he call’d RoJ, aline. 

Qu. Thou haftmiftaken his Letter.Come Lords away. 
Heerc fweet, put vp this, ’twill be thine another day. Exeunt. 
Boy. Who is the (hooter? Who is the (hooter ? 

Rofa. Shall 1 teach you tolcnow. 

Boy. I my continentof Bcautie. 

Rofa. Why (he that bcares the Bow. Finely put off. 

Boy, My Lady goes to kill hordes, but if thou marrie. 
Hang me by the ncckc, if homes that y care raifcarric. 

Finely put on. 

Rofa. Well then, I am the (hooter. 

Boy. And who is your D care ? 

Rofa. Ifwechoofeby the homes, yotlrfelfe come not neare. 
Finely put on indeede. 
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Loues Labours loft, 

Boyet. But(heher felfe is hit lower. 

Shaft I come vpon thee with an old faying, that was a 
nun' when King Pippin of France was a little boy, as touching 

'iet. So I may anfwcre thee with one as old that was a wo- 
man when Queene (fuinouer ®f Brittaine was a little wench, as 

touching the hit it. ...... ... 

Rofa. Thoucauft not hit it, hit it, hit it, 

Thou canft not hit it my good man. 

Boy. I cannot, cannot, cannot: • - 

Andl cannot, anothcrcan. Exit. ■ 

Ch. By my troth mod pleafant, how both did fatir. 

Mar. A marke maruellous well (hot, for they both did hit . 
Boy A Mark,0 marke but that markka marke fayes my Lady. 
Let the marke hauc a prickc in’t, to meat at, if it may be. 

Mar. Wide a’th bow hand,yfaith your hand is out. 

Clo. Indeede a’muft (hoote nearer, or heele ne’re hit the clout, 
Boy. And if my hand be out, then belike your hand i9 in. 

Clow. Then will (he get the vpfiioo t by clcauing the is in . 
CMa. Come, come, you taikegreafily, ycur lips grow foulc. 
Clow. She’s too hard for you at pricks, fir challenge her to 
6oule. . 

Boy. Ifearetoo much rubbing : good night my good Uule„ 
Clo. By my foule a Swainc, a moft fimple Clowne. 

Lord, Lord, how cheLadies and I baue put him downc. 

O my troth moft fwcct iefts, moft income vulgar wit. 

When it comes fo fmoothly off, fo obfcenely,as it were fo fit. 
Armathor ath to the fide, O a moft dainty man. 

To fee him walke before a Lady, and co beare her Fan. 

Td fee himkifle his hand, and how mdftfweetly a will fweare; 
And his Page at other fide, that liandfuli of wit, 

Ah heauens, ic is moft patheticali nit. 

Sowla,fowla. Exeunt > 

Shooce with him o 

Enter Dull} Holofernes, the Tedant and Nathaniel. 

Nat. V ery reucrcnt fport trucly , and dene in the tcftimony.' 

5§a good confeknce,. ~ ' 






